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of the people. This time it was different:
terror strode through the streets, a tiger
with silent but clutching claws.
My wife, usually so quiet but always active
and plucky when it comes to a crisis, took
the situation in hand. There were no taxis to
be found anywhere, and scores of people,
luggage in hand, stood waiting and waving
on the pavement. She succeeded in getting
a taxi, and went off to the station. There
was a throng of cars, about a mile long,
filling the wide approach to the station yard,
and this stream moved with maddening
slowness, rolling and twisting like a giant
snail and covering about a hundred yards in
a quarter of an hour. The yard and the hall
were packed; she managed nevertheless to
get tickets. She went back and contrived
to dig out in one of the yards of old Mont-
martre, where time is forgotten, a driver who
promised to fetch us at 4,30 a.m. next
morning. Our train was due to leave at
about 8 o'clock.
It was nearly midnight when we started
our hasty packing: our beloved flat was in an
awfol mess,, but we tried to snatch a little
sleep.. There was A.A. fire and the occa-
sional thud of explosions throughout the
night. At about 2 a.m. a strange smell